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you were one of those men who don't know how to
smile in time. I would class them as an outcast tribe if
it did not sound so rude. And I would not be rude for
anything to people capable of starting on their travels
with their hands, and very little else besides, in their
pockets. I have known amongst them men of ruffianly
mental complexion, cultivating a truculent manner and
a cold steady stare, who, if it were possible to bluff one's
own destiny, might have been sitting in high places.
And I ask myself, in my half-reluctant partiality for
the class, whether some of them have not achieved it.
But success disguises them at once and contemporary
history gives them other names.

In my review of the categories of men who move
about the earth I come now to the real travellers who
wrote books, the protagonists of the modern travellers,
in the same way, I may say, in wrhich Hannon may be
looked upon as a protagonist of the discoverers and
the circumnavigators of the globe. Only the Periplus
was probably a dreary official report. At any rate it
has not come down to us. The outstanding figure
amongst those men who dedicated their books of travel
to popes and emperors is Marco Polo, with his meticu-
lous descriptive gift, his cautious credulity, his eye for
splendour and his historian's rather than a traveller's
temperament. He gave his readers what the readers
of that day wanted, historical facts in a foreign and
gorgeous atmosphere. But the time for such books
of travel is past on this earth girt about with cables,
with an atmosphere made restless by the waves of ether,
lighted by that sun of the twentieth century under
which there is nothing new left now, and but very little
of what may still be called obscure.

The day of many-volumed "Journeys, through or to,"
of "Relations of this or that" (and much, charm and